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all the old Greeks round about us, all their flowers and
their games and their beautiful way of life."

He shifted his position. The temple stones were not
the softest cushion in the world.

"They had their day/' he agreed indifferently.
Then: "Will you let me write to you when I go
back?"

She regarded him with indulgence. How like a
Greek he himself was I Antinous . . . that perfect
profile. . . . And yet he was, au fond, quite a usual
sort of person. He hadn't much sense of the poetry of
things. The past was over for him, as it was fee all the
impercipient majority she lived out her life with.

" Why do you want to write to me ?" she said. <( We
haven't much in common."

Both question and comment were indiscreet. They
might easily have provoked a declaration of passion.
She was half-conscious that, at that moment, she
would not have minded much if they had. But the
moment passed.

" You've been so good to me," he said gravely. "I
should like to keep in touch with you."

She almost laughed. What an odd boy he was! What
a phrase to use!

"Will you let me write?" he pressed.

"If you like."

"And you will write to me too?"

"Yes."

A frown gathered on his forehead. " I'm not a good
letter-writer," he confessed. "I'm afraid you'll think
my letters pretty poor things."

"Don't you write to a good many people?"

" Only my mother."

She pondered on the possible origins of the honour